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A new Ballad, ſnewing how a Prince of England loved the Tings 
ſly ſlain, and how the aforeſai 8 

The tune is, Crimſon Velvet. 


D: vgiter of France, and how the Pi ince was diſaſterou 


Ma: r. cd to 2 Fo: efter. 


1 * the dans of Old 


8 —— 


d Princeſs was er wards 


With that He gives a groan, 


18 | The Pꝛinteſs arwed by him, 
1 wohcn fatr France did flouriſh, and bn true deſire, that did bzeak aſunder, 
Stoncs plainlu told, Mandzing all that night. Al the tender ſtrings 
L overs felt annon: without dꝛead ar all: of His gentle heart: 
The Ring a daughter Had, Still unknown the paſt, She who knew his voice 
beauteous, fair, and lovelp, in Her ſtrange attire, at his tale did wonder, 
TAhich made her father glad, Coming at the laſt, All Her tozmer jons 
ſhe was his only Jop. within an Ecchoes call. did to grief convert : 
A2 Punte of England came, Fon fair wood, quorh ſhe, Straight the run to ſee, 
Ahoſe dads did merit lame, Honoured map pou be, Who this man ſhould be, , 
he wo d her long aud be at laf, harbouring mp hearts delight: that ſo like her love did ſpealt, 
Lo9k what he did require, Which doth encompaſs here, And toun? when as ſhe came, 
She gratted his deſire, Py jon and onelp dear, Her lovely Loꝛd lap lan, 
their hearts in one were linked falt mp truſt friend, & comely Knight ſmeard in blod which lite did bzeak 
TWHich when her Father pzoved, Sweet J come unto thee, Which when that ſhe eſpxed, 
Lowd how he was moved, Dweet J come ro Wooe thee, Lo2d how ſhe crned, 
and to2mented in his mind; that thou mapſt uot angry be, her ſozrows could not counted be, 
He ſought fox to pꝛevent them, Foz mp long delaping, Her enes like tountains running. 
Ind to diſcontent them, And thp courteous ſtaping, Vile che ern d out mpdarling, | 
Foztume crofſed Lovers kind. amends foz all J'le make to the: would God that J Had dyd foz ther. 
hen as theſe Pzinces twain, Palling thus along, His pale lips alas, | 
were thus bar'd of pleaſure, though the ſilent Fozeſt twenty times ſhe killed, 
Though the Kings diſdain, Mann a grievous groan And his face did waſh 
which their jous withſtood : ſounded in Her ear : with her bꝛiniſh tears 
The Ladp lockt up cloſe, Where ſhe Heard a man Ebern blerding wound 
her Jewels and her Treaſure, to lament the ſoꝛeſt her fair (ace bedewed, 
Pabing no remozſe Chante that ever tame Wiping ok the blod, 
of ſtate 02 Ropal blood; tozt d by deadly ftrffe. with her golden erp 
In Homelp poo: array, Farewel mp dear, quoth he, Speak mp love, qu 1 
She went from Court awap, Whom J ſhall never ſe, Speak tair — M aibe 
to meet Her love and hearts delight foz why mu lite is at an end. one ſweet woꝛd ot © 
Who in a Fozreſt great, Foz thy ſweet ſake J dpe, Lift up tha fair eres, 
Had taken up his Seat, Though Uillains cruelty, Liſffen to mp crpes, at grief J live. 
to wait her t oming in the night. to ſhe J am a faithful friend. think in — . : 
But loe what ſuddea danger, Pere lie J a bleeding, All in vain the iuev, 
To this P:incela ſtranger, While mp thoughts are feeding, All in vam ſhe —.— — 2 gedand gone 
ehc:::ce?: as He cat alone; on the rareſt beauty found. the Pances yt mouning, 
Bp Outlaws He was Robbed, O hard Hap that map be, There ſtod lhe approaching, 
And with }3ontard [:2bbed, Little knows mp Ladp, Till the — — ory, 
uttering many a dning groan. mp heart blod lieg on the ground, and bzight dap 
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The ſecond part to the ſame Tune. 
Thus unknown he mattht, 
with the Kings fair daughter, 
Childzen ſeven he Had 
e're ſhe to Him was known. 
But when he underſfood 
the was a Ropal Pꝛinteſs, 
Fp this means at laſt 
he che wed loꝛth her fame: 
he cloath'd His Childzen then, 
Not like to other men; 
in partp toloims ſtrange to le, 
The right ſide cloth of gold, 
The leit ſide to behold, 
of woolen cloth fill ſramed he. 
pen thereat did wonder, 
Golden Fame did thunder 
this ſtrange deed in ebern plate. 
The Ring of France came thither 
Being pleaſant weather, 
Pb this great diffrels, 
quoth this Ropal Ladp, 
Who can now exp:eſs 
what will become of me - 
To mp F athers Court, 
© never will J wander, 
But ſome lervice ſeek, 
where J map placed be. 
Whilſt ſhe thus made her moan, 
Weeping all alone, 
in this dep anddeadlp fear : 
A Foxeffer all in green, 
Pokf comelp to be ſeen, 
ranging the wd did find her there 
Round beſet with — 
Paid, quoth he, good moz 
what hard hap Hath —— pou Here? and to the King he thus did ſap: 
Harder hap did never Well map thep bp their Pother 
Chance ro a Maiden ever, Wear rich cloaths with other, 
Here lues ſlain mp bzother dear. being bp birth a Pzinceſs bom. | 
Where might J be plac'd, 
gentle Fozreffer tell me: 
Where might J pzocure 
a ſervice in my need - 
Pains will J not ſpare, 
but will do mu dutp, 
Caſe me of mp care, 
Help my extream ned. that daughter whom J loſt : 
The Fozreffer all amazed, J am that Child, quoth ſhe 
On Her beauty gazed, Falling on her knee, 
till His Heart was ſet on fire: pardon me my Soberaign Liege: 
If fair Paid, quoth he, The King perceiving this, 
Pou will go with me, His Daughter deer did kiſs , 
nou ſhall Have nour Hearts deſire, till jopful tears did ſtop his ſpeech. 
He bzought Her to His Bother, With his train he turned 
And above all other, And with her ſojourned ; 
he ſet ſoꝛth this Paidens pꝛaiſe. ſcraight he dub d her husband kt, 
Long was his heart inflamed, Þe made Him Earl of Flanders 
At length her love he gained, One of his chief Commanders: 
ſo foztune did his glozp raiſe. thus was their ſorrows put toflight 
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